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Heard many greeuous. I do fay my Lord 
Greeuous complaints ofyou; which being confider’d, 
Hauemou’d Vs,andourC«4mcell, that you {hall 
This Morning come before vs,where I know 
You cannot with fuchfreedome purge your lelfe. 

But that till further Triall, in thofe Charges 
Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfe our Towre: you,a Brother ofv* 

It fits we thus proceed, or elle no witnefle 
Would come againft you. 

Cran. I humbly thanke your Highncfie, 

And am right glad to C3tch this good occafion 
Moft throughly to be winnowed,where my ChafFe 
And Corne {hall flye afunder. For 1 know 
There’s none Hands vnder more calumnious tongues/ 
Then I my felfe, poorc man. 

• King. Stand vp,good Canterbury, 

Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
In vs thy Friend. Giue me thy hand, (land vp, 

Prythee let’s walke. Now by my Holydamc, 

What manner of man are you ? My Lord, 1 look’d 
You would hauegiuen me your Petition, that 
'I fhould haue tane lome paincs,to bring together 
Your felfe, and your Accufcrs, and to haue heard you 
Without indurance further. 

Cran. Moft dread Liege, 

The good 1 ftand on, is my Truth and Honeftic: 

If they lhall fade, I with mine Enemies 
Will triumph o're my perfon, which I waighnot, 
j Being of thofe Vertues vacant. I fcarc nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

King. Know you not 

How your ftate ftands i th’world,with tbe.wbole world? 
Your Enemies are many, andnotfmall; theinpridtifes 
Muft bcare the fame proportion,and not cuef^ l 

The Iuftice and rhe Truth o’th’qucflion carries 
The dew o’ch’Vcrdict with it; at what cafe 
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaues as corrupt 
To fwcarc againft you : Such things haue bene done. 
You are Potently oppos’d, and with a Malice 
Of as great Size. Weene you ofbcttcrlucke, 

I meane in periur’d Witncife, then your Mafter, 

Whofc Minifter you are, whiles hccrc he liu'd 
Vpon this naughty Earth s’Go too,go too. 

You take a Pvecepit for no Icape of danger. 

And woe your ownc deftrudiion. 

Cran . G od,and your Maiefty 
Protedl mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheere. 

They (hall no more preHaile, then we giue way too: 
Kecpe comfort to you,and this Morning fee 
Youdoappearc before them. If they {hall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you: 

The bell perfwafions to the contrary 

Faiie not to vfe, and with what vehemencie 

Th’occafion (hall inftru# you. Ifintreaties 

Will render you no remedy, this Ring 

Deliucr them, and your Appealc to vs 

There make before them. Looke.the goodman weeps: 

He’s honeft on mine Honor. Gods bleft Mother, 

I fweare he is true-hearted, and a foule 
None better in Kingdome. Get you gone, 

And do as I haue bid you. Exit Craumer . 

He has ft rang led his Language in his tearcs. 


Enter Olde Lady. 

Cent.within. Come backc : what meane vou > 

Lady. lie not come backe, fhe tydin es /hi, i u . 
Will make my boldnefle, manners. Now 
Fly o’re thy Royall head.and {hade thy p et f 0n An S cl « 
Vnder their bleffird wings. 

King. Now by thy lookes 
Ige{TcthyMeffage. IstheQueenedcfiu?t’d? 

Say I,and ofa boy. 

Lady. I.I my Liege, 

And ofalouely Boy :-theGod of heauen 
Both now.and cucr blefle her t’Tis a Gyrle 
Promifcs Boyes heereafter. Sir,your Oueen 
Defires your Vifitation.and to be ^ 

Acquainted with this ftranger; ’tis as like vou, 

A* Cherry,is to Cherry. 

King. LouelL 

Lou. Sir. 

King. Giue her an hundred Markes. 
lie to the Queenc. ExitKi 

' Lady, An hundred Markes? By this light,lie ha^ 
An ordinary Groome is for fuch payment. ’ 

I will hauemore,orfcolditout of him. 

Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him? lie 
Haue more,or elfe vnfay’t: and now,while’tis hot 
Jleputitcotheiffue. 1 


more. 


Exit Lidie, 


Scena Secumia. 


Enter (ranmer, Archbyfhop of Canterbury, 

Cran.l hope I am not too late,and yet the Gentleman 
That was lent to me from the Couneell, pray’d me 
To make great haft. All faft ? What meanes this ?Hoa? 
Who waites there ? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Yes,my Lord : 

But yet I cannot helpe you. 

Cron. Why? 

Keep. Your Grace muft waight till you be call’d for. 
Enter Debtor ’Buts. 

Cran. So. 

Buts. This is a Peere of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way fo happily. The King 
Shall vndetftand it prdeutly. Exit Inti 

Cran . ’Tis But-. 

The Kings Phyfitian,9s he paft along 
How earneftly he caft his eyes vpon me: 

Pray heauen he found not my difgracc: for certaine 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 

("God tui ne their hearts, I ncuer fought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor; they would {hame to makeme 
Wait elfe at doore: a fellow Councelior 
'MongBoyes,Groomes,and Lackeyet. 

But their pleafures 

Muft be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the King,and Buts, at a Windows 
atone. 

Buts. lie {hew your Grace the ftrangeft 
King. What’s that Buts ? 


Bun 
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■Butts. I thinkc your Highneflc faw.this many a day. 

Vm R 0 dv a me: where is it 1 

Butts. There my Lord: 

Th , hl(! h promotion of his Grace ot Canterbury, 

So holds his State at dote ’mongft Purfeuants, 
pages, andFoot-boyes. 

Kin. Ha? Hs he indeed, 
r this the Honour they doe one another ? 

well there’s one aboue ’em yet; 1 had thought 
Thev had parted fomuch honefty among’em, 

! leaft good manners; as not thus to lufter 
»man of his Place, and foncereourfauour 
todar.ee attendance on their Lord fhipsplcafures, 

‘ n( j a t the dorc too, like a Poft with Packers t 
Ry holy Mary (Butts) there’s knaueryj 
Ptt’em alone, and draw the Curtaine clofe: 

\Vefhall heare more anon. 

j (jounced Table brought in with Chxyres and Stooles, and 
diced vnder the State. Enter Lord Chance dour, places 
him felfe at the vpper end of the Table,on the left hand: A 
Seate being left void abene him , as for Canterburies Seate, 
Puke of Suffolk ;, Duke of Norfolk;, Surrey , Lord Cham-, 
ktrlame, Gardiner, feat themfelues tn Order on each fide. 
Cromwell at lower end, as Secretary . 

Chan. Speake to the uufinefie,M. Secretary; 

Why are we met in Councell ? 

Crom. Pleafe your Honours, 

Tb e chiefc caufe conccrnes his Grace of Canterbu>y. 
g A rd. Ha’s he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

pjorf. Who waits there > 

‘Keep- Without my Noble Lords? 

Card. Yes. 

Keep. My Lord Archbifliop: 

And ha’s done balfc an hourc to know your pleafures. 
Cban. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

Cranmer approches the Councell Table. 

Chan. My good Lord ArchbiftiopH’m very forry 
To fit hccre at this prcfcnt,and behold 
That Chay re ftand empty: But we all are men 
In out ovvne natures fraile,and capable 
Of our flcftijfcw are Angelas out of which frailty 
And want of wifedorac.you that beft Ihould teach vs, 
Hauemifdemean’d yout felfe,andnot a little: 

Toward the King firft, then his I.awcs, in filling 

The whole Realmc,by your teaching & yout Chaplaines 

(Forfo we are inform’d) with new opinions, 

Diuers and dangerous; which are Herefics; 

And not reform’d, may proue pernicious. 

Card. Which Reformation muft be fodaine too 
My Noble Lords; for thofe that tame wild Horfes, 

Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle; 

’But ftop their mouthes with ftubborn Bits & fpitrrc’em. 

Till they obey the mannage. If we fuffer 

Out of our eafinefle and childifh pitty 

To one mans Honour, this contagious ficknefle; 

Farewell all Phyficke: and what followes then ? 
Commotions, vprores, with a gencrall Taint 
Ofthe whole State; as of late dayes our neighbours. 

The vpper Germany can deerely witnvffc: 

Yet frefhly pittied in our memories. 

Cran. My good Lords; Hitherto.inallthcProgreflc 
Both of my Life and Office,I haue labour’d. 

And with no little ftudy, that my teaching 





And the ftrong courfe of my Authority, 

Might g or. one way,and fately:and the end 
Was euer to doe well; nor is there liuing, 

(I fpeakc it with a fingie heart, my Lords) 

A man that more detefts.more ftirres againft. 

Both in his priuate Confcience, and his place. 

Defacers of a publique peace then 1 doc: 

Pray Heauen the King may neuer find a heart 
With lefi’e Allegeancein it, Mcnthatmakc 
Enuy, and crooked malice, nourifbment; 

Dare bite the beft. 1 doc befeech your .Lordflbips, 

That in this cafe of I ufticc, my Acculcrs, 

Be what they will, may ftand forth face to face. 

And freely vrge againft me. 

Sujf. Nay, my Lord, 

That cannofbe;you arc a Counfellor, 

And by that venue nomandarcaccufeyou. (menr, 

Gard. My Lord,becaurfe.wc haue bufines ofmorc mo- 
We will be {hort with you. Tis his Highneflc pleafure 
And our confent,f<-.r better tryall ofyou, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Wherebeing but a priuate man againe. 

You fball know many dare accufe you boldly. 

More then (1 feare) you are prouided for. 

C^an. Ah my good Lord of fVinchefier: I thanke you. 
You are alwayes my good Friend, if your will pafle, 

I lhall bothfindeyour Lordftiip, Iudge and Juror, 
Youarcfomercifull. I Ice your end, 

Tis my vndoing. Loue and meekenefle. Lord 
Become a Churchman, better then Ambition : 

Win ftraying Soules with modefty againe, 

Caft none away: That I lEall cleere my felfe, 

Lay all the weight ye can vpon my patience, 

I make as little doubt as you doe confcience. 

In doing dayly wrongs. I could fay more. 

But reucrence to your calling,makes me inodeft. 

Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sectary, 

That's the plaine truth; yourpainted glofle dilcouers 
To men that vndcrftand you,words and weakncfl’c. 

(from. My Lord of IKinchefier, y’are a little. 

By your good fauour,too foarpe;Men fo Noble, 

How euer faultly,yet Ihould finde refpedf 
For what they haue beene: 'tis a cruelty. 

To load a falling man. 

Gard. GoodM.Secretary, 

I cry your Honour mcrcie; you may worft 
Of all this Table fay fo. 

Crom. Why my Lord? 

Gard. Doe not 1 know you for a Fauourer 
OfthisnewSeft? ye arc not found. 

Crom. Not found ? 

Gard. Not found I fay. 

Crom. Would you were halfe fo honeft : 

Mens prayers then would feeke you,not their feares. 

(yard. I fhall remember this bold Language. 

Crom. Doe. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Cham. This is too much; 

Forbeare for thame my Lords. 

Gard. I haue done. 

Crom. And I. 

Chant. Then thus for you my Lord, it ftands agreed 
I take it, by all voyce*: That forthwith. 

You be conuaid to th’ Tower aPrifoner; 

There to remaine till the Kings further pleafure 
Be knownevnto vs: are you all agreed Lords, 

Ad 
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